CHAPTER V

THE LION'S DEN

LITTLE man, little man, halt! "   It
was a stalwart, swarthy Walloon
sentry stepped suddenly forward, shouting.
I judged he meant me by his words, and I
paused.

" I bring an offer to the Duke of Alva,n
I cried.

"What? from the vermin-eaters in
Breuthe ? Nay, then, come on. We have
wasted long enough over this mouse-hole.
So you have eaten the last worm, eh, little
man ? "

" Yes; we cooked it by the fire in your
camp/* said I.

" Nay, if you come to Alva, speak not of
firing the camp, or you are like to try a fire's
heat yourself."

" You liked it not, then ? " I asked.
" By Beelzebub! you had best bridle your
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